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DAD’S GREEK MAFIA FRIEND 


Nico is my dad’s best friend, business partner and oh so 
hot. He's so tall and muscly... and mean... and everyone I 
know seems afraid of him. But there are times when I see 
him looking at me, see this almost protective look come 
over him, and it makes me weak in the knees. When Dad 
asks him to keep an eye on me, the air is almost too thick 
with tension between us. Is it just my imagination, or do I 
see hunger in Nico’s eyes as he watches me.... can he really 
want me as much as I want him? 


Sasha is out of bounds - I know that- but still it doesn’t stop 
me from wanting her. She’s not only the daughter of my 
business partner and best friend, Franco, but I’m twice her 
age. I’m a bad boy, way too bad for her, but it doesn’t stop 
me. When Franco asks me to look out for her, it’s a real test 
of our friendship.. can I trust myself? My mind is obsessed 
with all the things I want to do to her ... and when I find 
myself alone with her... how can I possibly resist? 


*Dad’s Greek Mafia Friend is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


asha 


Nico, my dad’s best friend and business partner has been in 
my life as far back as I can remember. And he’s definitely 
not the kind of guy anyone forgets. One look from him 
strikes fear into any man that crosses his path. I’ve 
witnessed it, seeing it time and time again. And right now, 
he’s clearly ‘seeing’ me. 


I feel his eyes on me as he talks business with dad, the pair 
of them sitting at our kitchen table, this Greek god puffing 
away at a Cohiba, a Cuban import that’s clearly illegal in 
the United States, but since when did that ever stop Nico 
from getting anything he wanted? 


A blue-grey cloud of smoke rises from his lips as he reaches 
for the double shot of ouzo in front of him. I can’t really 
hear their conversation, and as dad’s words drift across the 
room, all I can think about is Nico Andino and his dark eyes 
watching me as I pretend to read my book. 


The thought of Nico, even his name, makes me weak in the 
knees. I know that the business he and dad are involved in 


is illegal, something to do with transporting oil, and it 
brings in plenty of money... too much if that's possible, and 
while my dad is the brains of the operation... Nico is the 
muscle. 


Nico is everything I dream about in a man... tall, dark, and 
muscular and oh-so strong. Some people think he's a 
monster, a real brute of a man... nobody crosses Nico. All he 
has to do is give them this look, this mean kind of annoyed 
stare that's practically permanently etched across his face 
saying ‘don’t mess with me - or else!’ 


Even without the look, one sight of Nico’s shredded, yet 
massive, six-foot five-inch frame causes lesser men to give 
him a wide berth, practically diving into the bushes that line 
sidewalks in our neighborhood so as to not even come close 
to crossing his path. 


“Sasha, why don’t you go ahead and head out you said you 
had some studying to do. I’m sure all this business talk must 
be distracting you?” 


My dad looks at me, smiling sweetly, but I know what he 
really means. I’m eighteen years old, and I’m not stupid... I 
have ears, but dad and I play this game where he thinks I 
don’t know anything about their illegal business dealings. 
Dad still treats me like a kid, as if I don’t know anything 
about the oil smuggling and connections to the Greek 
mafia. I’ve heard their late-night conversations as I lie in 
bed, and what I don’t hear... I guess. And how can I 
complain... I have everything I want... well, almost. 


I gather my book and prepare to leave the room, yet I can 
still feel Nico’s eyes on me. I will myself not to look at him, 
but I can’t resist. As I look up, his eyes lock on mine, 
causing heat to rise up through my body, my face 
immediately turning a bright shade of red. My hands 


tremble uncontrollably, and I almost drop my book, a shiver 
racing up my spine. 


I shouldn’t have these feelings for Nico, for one he’s my 
dad’s business partner and best friend, two... he’s older 
than me, but more importantly, he’s a dangerous man. 


Whenever he’s around, it’s like he’s a marionette, and I’m 
his puppet. The moment my eyes catch sight of his V-shaped 
torso, I can instantly feel my body react... a dull aching 
sensation between my legs, my nipples becoming hard as 
they brush against the silky material of my bra...demanding 
to be freed, but only so they can be caged again...inside the 
recesses of his warm mouth as he sucks on them violently, 
flicking my taut peaks with his tongue. 


Who am I kidding? Nothing’s ever going to happen between 
us. Nico’s strictly off-limits. And although he always seems 
to be looking at me, I know nothing will ever come of it. I 
imagine the type of women Nico must want as his own... 
strong, sassy, and sexy, not fat and shy like me. But then 
again, there’s something in his eyes when he looks at me... 
something that seems to own me... possess me. 


My mind drifts off to those steamy thoughts that constantly 
occupy the space between my ears...those thick forearms of 
his, like twisted coils of rope, pinning me down as my eyes 
skate across his sleeved arm, completely tatted up, just 
before my line of sight makes it to his eyes, seeing the 
blazing inferno in them as he slides every last inch into 
me...taking my innocence once and for all. 


Nico 


I exhale the breath I didn’t know I was holding, only now 
noticing the white-knuckle grip I have on the steering 


wheel, as I pull away from Franco's house 


All I can think about is her...and it's been this way for too 
damn long. Too damn long for me to continue trying my 
hardest to get these possessive thoughts off my mind. 


But I can't. 


For god's sake, I can't get that girl outta my head. She's 
such a sweet, shy girl, too innocent for a bastard like me. If 
only she knew the filthy, dirty things I've dreamt of doing to 
that curvy body of hers...hell, those twisted thoughts alone 
would be enough to get me locked up for life. 


I’ve known Sasha for the last 10 years, ever since I started 
working with her old man, Franco. 


But up until just recently, when she turned eighteen, she’d 
been living with her mom. It was only then that she decided 
to move in with her dad. Of course, in all those years 
leading up to the birthday that made her an adult, I’d seen 
her off and on, but up to that point, she’d just been Franco’s 
daughter... just a kid. 


That all changed when she turned eighteen. Her mom 
found some new boyfriend that Sasha didn’t get along with, 
and she quickly moved in with Franco. It was only then that 
I really started to notice her... the gawky teen had grown 
into a curvaceous young woman, damn near overnight, and 
now I can’t take my eyes off her. God, I tried not to think 
about her... after all, I’m twice her age, but that wasn’t the 
real reason for trying to keep her out of my thoughts, the 
forbidden fantasies of her weighing on me constantly, like 
Chinese water torture. I’m not good enough for her, it’s as 
simple as that. My hands are soiled with the illegal 
operations me and her dad are involved in. I can’t offer her 
the life she deserves. It’s only at times like this when I 
almost regret being involved in the oil racket. Oh, it makes 


loads of money, has made me who I am... but deep down, 
it's not something I'm proud of. Franco and I do all we can 
to protect her from it. 


I make my way to the office after concluding business with 
Franco... a small room at the back of a Greek restaurant, 
owned by Franco and me. This business is just a front, like 
the couple of bars we own in town, to make our lives look 
legit. Surprisingly, they all do fairly well, but the real 
business comes from the oil smuggling. 


I need to concentrate, get my head around the week’s 
business, and stop thinking about Sasha. I need to stay 
sharp, ahead of the game to survive. It’s a tough and 
ruthless business we’re in. Some of our business associates 
would slit our throats and ask questions later if we don’t 
deliver the goods. But when you deal with the underbelly of 
society, what can you expect? But although we live in a 
violent world, I would only use violence as a last resort if me 
or my friends are threatened in any way. I may be a 
criminal, but I still have morals, and there are lines that 
even I wouldn’t cross. 


Of course, Franco thinks that he protects his little girl from 
all of this, but I know better. She’s a smart cookie and 
knows where the money comes from... how else could her 
dad afford such a lavish lifestyle? I watch her as we talk 
business... of course it’s never in any detail when she’s 
around, but I can see it in her eyes, she knows alright. 


I make a call as I drive, arranging the next shipment from 
Greece, and once I’m satisfied that business is in hand, I sit 
back and relax. Sasha comes back into my mind 
immediately... she’s never far away, and all I can think 
about is holding those soft, voluptuous curves of hers. 


My cock is immediately hard at the vision in my mind of her, 
sitting on my lap, or better yet riding me up and down until 


we both tumble over the edge into a completion so 
comprehensively fulfilling we can't catch our breath for an 
hour. 


But my feelings for her are more than desire. There’s been 
a strange shift in my thoughts lately... I never thought 
about settling down with a woman before... a home... kids... 
that sort of thing. But Sasha has changed all that because 
she’s not a woman, she’s the woman... my woman...my one 
and only. 


I need her to be mine like I need oxygen to survive... for her 
to belong to me and only me. Maybe I could change- Or 
maybe I’m just kidding myself... how could a son of a bitch 
like me ever change? How could I ever get a legit job and 
become an honest man? Shit, I’m just delusional and need 
to get real. Sasha deserves more than I can ever give her... 
a better man than me. 


But the thought of her being with another man turns my 
stomach... really pisses me the fuck off. I breathe heavily at 
the thought, and it comes out like the growl of a rabid wolf 
who hasn’t eaten for days...like some complete and utter 
fool is trying to stand in-between that feral beast and the 
raw piece of meat he’s hellbent on devouring. 


My forearms tense, and I hear my teeth grind, the sound of 
heavy exhales forced from flared nostrils fill the interior of 
my Mustang. If another man so much as looks in her 
direction with even the tiniest speck of desire in his eyes, IU 
poke those fucking eyes of his clean out of his face and skull 
fuck him right then and there on the spot. And if he lays a 
hand on her? God, have mercy on his soul because I 
guaran-fucking-tee the coroner won't be able to identify the 
body when I’m done tearing him apart limb from limb. 


I growl uncontrollably, slamming my palm into the center of 
the steering wheel, the deep sound of the custom horn I 


installed an audible threat to the rest of the world. My 
fingers wrap around it, squeezing it for no reason at all... 
other than the one that’s tearing me up inside. She’s not 
mine... yet. 


It’s clear what needs to be done. No more waiting. No more 
trying to talk myself out of it. No more bullshit excuses 
based on friendships or my past. The only thing that 
matters is the future... our future together. 


It’s time to make her mine... forever. 


CHAPTER TWO 


asha 


It's late, and I'm tired. I thought the project on climate 
change would be interesting, but it's so complex that my 
head's throbbing. There's a pile of books still to read, but I 
notice the librarian's starting to close up. I didn't even 
notice the time. 


“Hey, we'd better get going." 


Tony stands and starts to put on his coat. We're taking the 
same course at college and often study at the library 
together. 


I yawn and stretch my arms... it's been a long day. 
“Feel like a coffee to wake you up?" 


I nod, and Tony laughs... he’s good company, a friend but 
nothing more. 


We spend half an hour in the cafė just around the corner 
from the library, and as we step back out into the night, a 
car horn blares out behind us. I turn and immediately 


recognize the Mustang, its Nico. A shiver of pleasure causes 
me to tremble, and I stand... literally, caught in the 
headlights as the car growls to a halt at the side of us. 


The window whirrs down, and Nico looks out, his bulky 
tattooed arm almost straining through his tight t-shirt as he 
leans forward. His eyes are dark, like a storm brewing, and 
he looks straight past me to Tony. He takes a step back as 
Nico glares at him, a thin layer of perspiration gathering on 
his forehead. Nico really is an imposing sight, and I see the 
fear in my friend’s eyes. 


“What are you doing?” he asks, it’s almost an accusation 
and aimed straight at Tony. 


I step in to answer and try to sound light, despite my voice 
shaking. 


“We've just been studying.” 


Nico glares at me. “What in the café?” I can hear the 
sarcasm in his voice. 


“Get in, I’ll take you home.” It’s an order, and not one I can 
refuse. I’m about to ask Tony if he wants a lift too, but Nico 
revs the engine. He seems impatient to get away, and I 
don’t want to cross him. 


“See you tomorrow,” I raise a hand to Tony and get quickly 
into the car. As the seat belt clicks into place, we speed 
away, leaving a pale-faced Tony standing by the curbside. 


Nico is silent, his eyes focused on the road, but I can tell 
that something is on his mind. I can feel the power of the 
car throb beneath me... sexual energy all around me. I feel 
half excited, half afraid of Nico. There’s always this friction 
around us, and I wonder if he feels it too. His masculine 
smell pervades the air, a scent of cigar smoke and bourbon, 
but something else, something almost animalistic... earthy. 


I can't help staring at his body, the white t-shirt pulled tight 
across his broad chest. I can see the thump of his heart 
beating. His legs are spread, the denim tight across his 
solid thighs. 


“Who's the boyfriend?" 


He finally speaks without looking at me, but I can see that 
his jaw is clenched... set rigid. 


I try to sound as casual as I can. 


“That's Tony, we're in the same course at college. He's just 
a friend..." 


There's a low snarling noise, and I’m not sure if it's Nico or 
the car engine. 


He grits his teeth. 
“You shouldn't be walking home alone in the dark." 


I want to protest that it's still early, that I'm not a kid... that 
I wasn't alone, but there's something about his manner that 
stops me. Nico's brooding over something, and he seems 
dangerous tonight. His hands grip the steering wheel - his 
knuckles almost white. We sit in silence until we reach 
home. 


Nico sees me to the door, and I'm surprised when he follows 
me into the kitchen, opens the fridge, and pulls out a beer. 


“Your dad left said he's going to be late tonight, I told him 
I'd look in on you." 


I'm flustered, my emotions all over the place. I’m hardly 
ever alone with him, and I can feel the air thick between us. 
God, it’s so hot in here, and as he takes a step toward me, I 
feel the perspiration pricking at my breasts. 


His heat almost suffocates me, and he stands back for a 
moment, his huge bulking frame blocking the doorway. He 
looks me up and down possessively with a deep longing I've 
never noticed before. Suddenly I'm aware of my body, the 
shortness of my skirt, the tightness of my shirt. I can 
already feel my nipples, like two hard bullets pointing at 
him... surely he's noticed? 


I have this compulsion to touch him, trace my finger over 
the tattoos on his arms, feel the hardness of his muscles. I 
imagine being wrapped in those bear-like arms... he could 
easily crush me. Nico towers over me, he must be at least 6 
foot 5, and I barely come up to his chest, even in heels. 


I just stand there for a moment, imagining what such a man 
could do to me, and I start to feel a grow hungry for his 
touch... feel the desire grow in my stomach, the gnawing 
ache between my legs 


Nico sips his beer, brooding and silent, and I wonder what 
he's thinking. 


That night in bed, all I can think about him, Nico, it's almost 
as if he's placed a spell on me, I don't even consciously 
think about him, it's as if he's in the very air I breathe... 
everywhere. I'm naked under the sheets, and I touch my 
body, imagining his hot hands upon me, I touch myself 
lightly... feel the wetness of my pussy... wet for him, and 
imagine him taking me for the first time, roughly pushing 
his cock inside me, pounding into me... drilling deep into 
me without mercy. 


I tremble at the thought... do I imagine the way he looks at 
me, or is there something more? 


There's a tap at my door and it's dad. Despite being a hard- 
ass, dad really loves me, and I must bring out his gentler 
side. 


I move my hands above the guilt, slip on my robe, and shout 
for him to come in. He looks tired, but whatever the time of 
night he gets home, he always stops by to give me a good- 
night kiss on the forehead, whether I'm awake or not. 


“Hey, Nico says you have a boyfriend?” 
Dad laughs, but I can tell he’s serious. 
“He’s not my boyfriend, Dad. He’s just a friend.” 


“Good, because you're too young for a boyfriend. Listen, I’m 
away tomorrow night, I’ll be leaving early. I asked Nico to 
check up on you. He’s the only man I trust you with. Okay, 
Baby Girl?” 


I smile as sweetly as I can, while inside, my heart is beating 
fast. 


“Thanks, Dad.” I kiss him back and close my eyes. If only he 
knew. 


Nico 


It’s late. I’ve tried all night to avoid it, but in the end, I had 
to come. Besides, I promised Franco. If only his Baby Girl 
wasn’t so damned hot. I pull the car to a halt outside their 
house and sit a while, trying to calm myself. I can’t help but 
feel like a wolf in sheep's clothing... Franco trusts me, but 
do I trust myself? My whole body is tingling with 
expectation, and I’m horny as fucking hell. Since last night I 
haven’t thought of anything but her. She’s like a drug in my 
veins, and I won’t be satisfied until I’ve had her. Last night 
was almost torture, seeing her alone, having her sitting in 


the car beside me. I'd been so fucking mad with her at first, 
seeing her with that young guy - I could have smashed his 
head in just for being with her, and I had to drive away 
guickly before I did anything I'd regret. I can't help it... 
Sasha does this to me... brings out the darkest parts of 
me... the filthy most depraved parts... and that means I 
can't bear to think about another man touching her. 


Touching her... 


I grip my hands around the steering wheel, feeling the 
warmth of the leather on my fingertips, imagine touching 
her for the first time. I can see her now as she looked last 
night, trying to look innocent in her skirt and tight top. I 
could have reached out and ripped away that skirt and 
blouse, leaving her standing in only her bra and panties, 
breathing hard, her cheeks pink and flushed. I imagine the 
touch of her breast, teasing those hard nipples with my 
lips... tasting the wetness of her pretty little pussy. 


I have to stop thinking like the filthy, low-level bastard that I 
am. This is the daughter of my best friend, for fuck’s sake. I 
step out of the car, trying to control my throbbing cock. I try 
and tell myself that I’ll go as soon as I know she’s okay, but 
who am I kidding? 


She opens the door, and I’m nearly blown away by the sight 
of her. She’s wearing this cute little nightgown that leaves 
nothing to the imagination. The light shining from behind 
her, and I can see the silhouette of her body, the outline of 
those pert breasts. Holy Shit, I can tell that she’s not 
wearing a bra, and her nipples are large and hard, clinging 
to the thin fabric of her nightgown. She’s wearing little 
panties - I can see the outline of them. I imagine that tight 
little pussy wrapped around me and my cock strains 
forward. 


“Oh. It's you, Nico?” She sounds surprised, even though 
Franco must have told her I was dropping by. 


I try not to stare as she bites her bottom lip. She has a habit 
of doing that when she’s nervous, and it drives me wild. I 
imagine my cock between those soft red lips, and I can’t 
help the small moan that escapes me. Maybe I should go, 
but I don’t have that sort of will power, and my feet are 
rooted to the spot. 


“T promised your dad that I’d keep an eye on you.” 


Sasha raises an eyebrow. “Well, as you can see - I’m 
alright... I was just going to bed.” 


I watch her lips move as she talks, hypnotized, and 
completely under her spell. 


She looks behind her, down the empty hallway before 
looking back to me, her eyes large and round, almost as if 
she’s asking me permission. 


“Do you want a beer?” 


I hold onto the door frame as if trying to physically stop 
myself from stepping inside, but the temptation is too much. 
I’ve already caught a whiff of her sweet scent... a flowery 
perfume, but I can also smell the musky notes of her sex... 
like a young flower ready to burst open. And I’m the dirty- 
fucker that wants to do it. 


It’s no use, I step over the threshold and know my fate is 
sealed. I follow her down to the kitchen, mesmerized by her 
bare legs, her tight little ass wiggling as she walks. I’m 
sweating as I step inside the kitchen and immediately go to 
the fridge for a cold beer in the hope it will cool me down. 


Now we're alone, she seems less sure of herself, and I 
notice that she’s trembling. I wonder if she’s cold, just 


standing there in her nightdress, or if it's something else. 
She scratches her arm, self-consciously as I sip on my 
beer... I’m obviously making her nervous, and perhaps I 
should go. 


I’m just about to put my beer down when she says my 
name. 


“Nico?” 


I watch as her lips form my name, and suddenly I imagine 
pushing my cock deep into her throat. I can’t get the image 
out of my mind. I imagine pumping my thick flesh between 
those red lips as I pull on her blonde hair, guiding her head 
further onto my cock. As I’m thinking, she starts to nibble 
away at her bottom lip again. It drives me wild... my whole 
body is trembling as I think of all the ways I can fuck her, of 
all the filthy, depraved things I want to do with her sweet, 
innocent body. There’s a heat raging inside me, and I feel 
like an animal about to break loose. My breathing becomes 
harder, and I almost feel myself start to pant. This is no 
good, this is Franco’s daughter I try to tell myself, but it 
doesn’t work. There is only one thing that will calm the 
beast within me. 


I’ve never wanted a woman like this in all my life... all I’ve 
ever wanted is standing before me... Sasha. 


There’s nothing I can do. Putting down my beer, I walk 
slowly over to her... her eyes never leaving mine. Without 
saying a word, I reach out a hand and pull her close. I can 
feel the warmth of her skin against mine, feel her body as I 
pull her further into me, her pert breast molding against 
me. My cock is on fire... suffocating in the constraints of my 
boxers as she gazes up at me. I feel the desire stoking deep 
within her as she speaks my name one more time. 


“Nico...?” It’s a question that only has one answer. I push 
my cock against her soft body as my mouth finds hers, lips 
slamming hungrily into hers like a man eating his last meal. 
She parts her lips, and I invade her, fucking her mouth with 
my tongue until she lets out a soft moan, that only makes 
me want her more. 


Her nipples are rock hard, and I can feel the twin orbs 
pushing deep into my chest. My groin follows the action of 
my tongue and grinds against her... my cock screaming for 
release. I’m almost at the point of no return when suddenly 
I pull away. 


Sasha opens her eyes almost in a daze, and I look deep into 
their depths... my voice a hoarse whisper. 


“Ts this what you want?” 


Sasha closes her eyes and nods, parting her lips for more. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


asha 


For a moment, I keep my eyes closed, almost afraid to open 
them. 


“Sasha?” 


His voice is deep and throaty... his breath hot upon my 
cheek, and it makes me tremble with both fear and 
pleasure. I open my eyes, and his face is close, eyes hungry 
and blazing into mine. He lets out a groan as if he’s in some 
kind of physical pain. 


“God, Sasha. I want you so fucking bad.” 


He pushes me back against the kitchen counter, his hips 
grinding against the thin cotton of my nightgown. I can feel 
the hardness of his cock, the bulge in his jeans growing. I 
imagine his thick flesh inside of me, and instinctively move 
my hips towards him. 


“T shouldn’t be here, your dad trusts me... he’s my business 
partner for god’s sake... my friend!” 


I can hear the real conflict in his voice, but I don’t want him 
to go. Not now. I bite my bottom lip, and I feel Nico's grip 
on me tighten. 


“Damn it, don't do that... I could just..." 


“Fuck me, Nico.“ I'm shocked at the sound of my own voice, 
the boldness of my statement. For a moment, his eyebrows 
arch in surprise... then something else takes over... a look 
that tells me there's no going back. I'm scared, but I want 
him so much, my whole body seems to be screaming out for 
him. I can feel the wetness between my legs, the desire and 
ache to feel him deep inside of me. 


“Once I fuck you, you're mine for eternity... you know that?" 
I nod, unable to speak, my throat thick with desire. 


For a moment, I see him hesitate as if he's having one more 
tussle with his conscience, and I finally find my voice again. 


“I want you so badly. I've wanted you for such a long time." 


Before I can say anything else, he pulls me to him so tightly 
that I can hardly breathe... his muscular arms wrapping 
around and pinning me to him. His mouth finds mine, his 
lips clamping against me, bruising, and sucking at the same 
time... brutal then gentle, just like Nico. His body feels 
tense, I can sense the raw, sexual tension wound up inside 
him... he’s 110% alpha male, and I want him. 


I love the feeling of helplessness he gives me, locked in his 
arms... trapped like an animal. His mouth travels to my ear, 
nibbling at the lobe. 


“You wouldn’t believe the filthy things I’ve imagined doing 
to you,” he whispers, “I must be the fucking devil himself.” 


Nico’s hand slides down my back and under my nightgown. 
His rough fingers rub against the silkiness of my panties 


following the curve of my spine to my breasts. I feel his 
massive paw cup my flesh, his fingertips searing across my 
engorged nipple like a naked flame. 


“Jesus!” I almost climax as a sharp pleasure-pain stabs right 
through me like a bolt of electricity. 


“Do you want more?” he teases, and I nod, almost begging 
with my eyes. 


He kisses me again, his mouth invading mine as his fingers 
pinch and squeeze at my soft flesh. I writhe and grind 
against his solid body like a slut, but I don’t care... I want 
this man so badly... it’s as if my very existence depends on 
it. I’m drowning in him, all my senses gradually breaking 
down and taking me to a higher plane of pleasure. 


Nico 


There’s no turning back, and even if I wanted to... I couldn’t 
stop... not now. 


I’ve reached the point of no return. 


Sasha is sweeter and softer than I could have ever 
imagined. I’m like a bee to her nectar, and I want to drink 
my fill of her. She’s literally begging for it, I’ve never seen a 
woman so in need of a hard fuck, and I’m the man to give it 
to her. 


I’m going to show her that I’m the only man she'll ever 
need. 


I taste her skin, the salty honey of her flesh. I want to lick 
her all over, from the soles of her feet to the top of her 
head. I want to know every part of her, every inch of her 
flesh, to be covered in my fingerprints. 


My property. 


I reach my hand under the hem of her nightgown. She's 
wearing these sexy panties, and the feel of them drives me 
wild. I rub her firm little ass under the silky material, and 
my cock almost bursts as I grind against her. God, I need so 
much control to stop myself from shooting my load right 
there and then. 


I let my fingers trail up her spine, feeling her shiver at my 
touch. I have to keep reminding myself that she's so young, 
even though she's responding like this and grinding her 
body suggestively against me. Her breasts are soft, firm 
mounds, that fit easily into my hands, nipples distended and 
ripe for sucking. 


In one guick movement, I take the hem of her nightgown 
and pull it over her head and throw it to the floor. 


“You won't be needing this.” 


Instinctively Sasha recoils and tries to cover her nakedness 
with her arms. I grab her hands and stand back a little to 
admire the view. The sight takes my breath away, and I 
can’t help but sigh, which comes out in a low growl. 


“God, Sasha, you’re beautiful.” 


She’s perfect in every way, standing in front of me in just 
her white, silky panties. Long shapely legs, curvy hips, tiny 
waist, and perfect tits. My cock jerks impatiently against my 
zipper as I take her in... breathe her in. I pull her to me like 
a rag doll, she’s so pure, untainted, and it makes me want 
her more...to take that innocence, that tight little pussy and 
claim it as my own. 


I kiss her again, feel her breath hot on mine... lick the 
outline of her perfect cupid's bow before plunging my 
tongue between those sweet lips to meet hers. She 


responds, and I can feel the hunger within her... she wants 
me just as much as I want her. 


I leave her mouth and run my tongue down her slender 
neck and kiss the hollow at the base of her throat before my 
lips find her nipples. I bite gently, and she arches her back 
and lets out a small cry that only makes me want her more. 
I suck harder, pulling her nipple until it's red and swollen. 
She struggles against my grip as I take her from pleasure 
to pain and back again. 


For a moment, she stares up at me, her eyes wide and 
fearless on mine. “There's something you should know... 
I've never been with a man before." 


Of course, I know. If there'd been the slightest sniff of 
another man, Franco would have known about it... I would 
have known about it, but hearing her say it makes me feel 
good. 


“Then I'll be the first... the man to take your virginity... you 
won't be able to have another man after me... you'll be all 
mine. Understand?” 


She nods, her big eyes so trusting. If only she knew the evil, 
filthy things I want to do to her 


“God, I’m so hard for you. I need to bury my cock inside 
your sweet innocent pussy. I want to make you cry out, 
scream for more. I’m going to make you mine... pump you 
with my seed until you can’t take any more.” 


She replies with a groan, her mouth puckered and begging 
for more. I need her so badly that I can hardly wait to 
spread her legs and open up her pretty little pussy. I kiss 
her, but this time with more urgency, fucking her mouth 
hard with my tongue while my hips grind against hers. 


I can no longer control myself.. I feel the filthy fucking 
beast within me start to take over. I’m a condemned man, 
and I need my last supper... Sasha. 


I reach down and place my fingers between her legs, 
feeling her wet pussy soaking through the silky material. 


“This is mine from now on, this sweet little pussy is mine... 
you understand?” 


She gasps as I slide a finger under her panties and into her 
wetness. 


“Im going to fuck you so hard that you'll never want 
another man. I’m going to stretch this tight little cunt of 
yours with my thick cock until you can’t take any more. 
Then I’m going to pump you with my seed until I’m dry.” 


Sasha nods as she squirms at the touch of my fingers in her 
intimate space. God, it feels so fucking beautiful down 
there, that I have to see her beautiful cunt for myself. 


I steer her to the table, I want to taste her sweetness, and I 
want it now. Picking her up, I sit her on the edge of the 
table and kneel down, parting her thighs to reveal the 
sweet folds of her pussy, pressing against the soaking wet 
crotch of her panties. I breathe her in, the sweet musk of 
her juices that I need to taste. 


Hooking my fingers around the sides of the silky material, I 
take down her panties and let them drop to the floor. 


I take in her wet, pink flesh, the soft blonde hairs curling 
around her, and I need to taste her like a starving man. 


Diving in, I lick at her soft folds, the musky, sweet flavor 
making me want more. She bucks and writhes above me, 
pulling at my hair and pushing that sweet little cunt against 
my mouth as I drive my tongue further into her slit, lapping 


up her juices. I find the hard little bud of her clit and lightly 
flick it with my tongue. Sasha goes wild, almost screaming, 
almost scalping me as she pulls harder, clutching at my 
hair... but the pain only spurs me on as I feel her passion 
mounting. I feel her explode... a wave crashing over her 
that shakes her whole body. Her face is flushed, pupils 
dilated with pleasure, and the sight of her almost makes me 
cum, but I need to save myself... I need to hold back until 
I’m deep inside her. 


I can’t wait, I need to push my dick so far inside her that I’m 
lost forever. 


I’m already a condemned soul, lll be damned forever for 
taking her innocence... but I’m like a man possessed, and I 
need her more than the air I breathe. 


I lift her in my arms. 


“Tt’s time to get fucked!” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


asha 


Nico sweeps me up in his arms like a man possessed and 
takes me into my bedroom. With one sharp kick, he opens 
the door and almost throws me down onto the bed. He's like 
a wild man, and the look in his eyes is one of pure lust. 


“Open your legs.” 


He stands watching me, hanging slightly back as he grunts 
his order. I do as I’m told, a shiver of both pleasure and fear 
prickling my spine. I’m so wet... I can still feel his tongue on 
my clit, my pussy lips swollen with desire, but I need more. I 
can’t wait to be fucked for the first time by this beast of a 
man, feel his thick cock deep inside me. 


I open my legs wide, bringing up my knees a little so he can 
see me. I watch as he takes me in, almost drooling at the 
sight. A shudder runs through me, knowing I have this 
effect, this power over such a man as Nico. 


“Oh baby girl, that’s a fucking sight for sore eyes. That tight 
little pussy is so mine... Tell me what you want... that you 


want me to fuck you." 
“I want you, Nico, I want you to fuck me... hard.” 


“That's right, baby girl, I'm going to fuck you so hard you 
won't be able to walk straight. I'm going to stick my cock so 
far up that tight little cunt of yours that you'll be screaming 
out for more. What will you be doing?" 


“Screaming out for more.” I pant, my heart racing at his 
words. 


“That's a good girl. And then you'll be mine, all mine... you 
understand? You'll never have another man after me. Who 
will you belong to?” 


“TIl belong to you, Nico.” 


I feel dizzy with the heat... my body’s on fire. My pussy is 
throbbing like a second heart beating out my desire. All my 
senses seem to be concentrated on that tiny spot between 
my legs. I feel like a slut... my basic instincts taking over 
until I’m one mass of unbridled passion. I’m no longer 
thinking... just feeling. 


“Touch yourself... let me see you touch that wet little pussy.” 


I do as I’m told, place a finger between my legs and let it 
slip between my lips into my wetness. My clit is so hard that 
I let out a cry of pleasure as I stroke the engorged bundle of 
nerves. 


“That's it, baby girl..." 


I open my eyes to look up at Nico, he’s rubbing his cock 
through his jeans, licking his lips as he watches me, his eyes 
like slits. I can feel his sex... the tension in the room is heavy 
and humid... crackling with his heat like a storm brewing. 


Nico starts to undress slowly... deliberately. 


First, he takes off his t-shirt, pulling it over his head to 
reveal his hard-ripped torso. His upper arms bulge, the 
muscles rippling his tattoos, making them seem alive like 
exotic snakes... his stomach hard and flat like a man half his 
age. The sight of him increases my desire, the constant 
ache deep inside me. I can feel my pussy juices running 
between my thighs - hot and sticky. 


“Fuck me, Nico." 


He half grins like a wolf about to kill a lamb, and I feel my 
throat constrict. 


“Patience, baby girl." 


Nico towers above me, his bulking frame seems even bigger 
without his shirt on... he’s a real man... 100% prime beef. 
He runs a hand through his dark hair, dark eyes never 
leaving me... I've dreamt about this moment for so long. 


With a low, guttural sound, his hand reaches for his belt, 
unbuckling and removing it in one swift movement. Then he 
starts on the buttons on his fly, popping them one by one, 
revealing his white boxers underneath. As soon as he pulls 
his jeans down his hips, I can see his cock, straining to be 
unleashed. Then he slowly hooks his thumbs around the 
sides of his shorts and pulls them down, standing naked 
before me. 


I can’t help but gasp at the size of his cock. I mean, I knew 
it was big, had felt the bulk beneath his jeans, but all I can 
do is stare, trying to imagine how anything of that length 
and girth can possibly fit inside me. I lick my lips at the 
thought... I’m a greedy girl, and I want it all. 


For a moment he just stands there, stroking his erection. 


“Are you ready for my cock, baby girl?” 


Before I can even nod, he’s by my side, and I can see a soft 
sheen of perspiration gleaming across his skin. He pushes 
me back onto the bed, his arms pinning me down, and 
bringing his face close to mine, kissing me deeply with an 
urgency that bruises my lips. His hard, thick cock, knocks 
against me, and I feel the sticky precum drip onto my belly 
as he tongue fucks my mouth, driving in deeper and deeper 
into my throat. His hips start to thrust in rhythm with his 
tongue, his hard cock pounding away at my belly. 


“You’re so fucking hot, baby girl.” His voice is deep and 
guttural, and I feel the words vibrate on my lips. 


After a moment, his hand reaches under me, pulling me 
forward, so I’m resting on flat on my back my hips tilted, my 
pussy exposed, and my ass facing him at an angle. 


“That’s better, I want to fuck you so deeply.” 


He runs a finger between my legs, and as he brushes the 
nub of my exposed clit, I almost explode... the feeling 
almost too much to bear. As he pushes a finger into my 
pussy, I feel my inner muscles clench around him, before he 
pulls it away and lets it drift to my ass. His wet finger rims 
my asshole as he teases it, pushing the tip of his finger 
gently inside. I tense at the strange feeling, feel my 
sphincter clench at the invasion. 


“Mmmm, you’ve got a tight ass, baby girl... but I’ll take that 
another day. I’m going to fuck you every damn way 
possible... just so you know that you’re mine.” 


I feel Nico position himself between my legs, feel the tip of 
his thick cock pushing against my pussy lips. 


“Are you ready, baby girl?” 


Nico 


As my cock presses against her tight little cunt, I hook my 
arms under her knees, pushing up that pretty ass to make 
sure I can take her deep. She's so fucking wet and ready for 
me that at the first touch of her soft pussy against my flesh, 
I almost come, the pleasure searing through my body. It 
takes all my control not to spread my seed across her belly 
there and then, but that would be a waste... I need to be 
inside her... fill her up... make her mine. 


I kiss her again, keeping eye contact. I want to see her 
expression as I drill my thick flesh into her. My cock nudges 
against her wetness... I have to take her now. 


“Are you ready for me, are you ready to be well and truly 
fucked? Once I start, I won't stop until I’ve fucked you hard 
and spread my hot, sticky seed into you, you understand?" 


She's so choked with desire that she can hardly speak, but 
she nods and bites her lip in anticipation. That's my signal, 
and I push against her, feeling the resistance of her tight 
cunt and driving my dick deep inside her in one swift move. 


God damn it, it feels so good, her virgin pussy stretching 
against my flesh, her walls squeezing me so tightly that it’s 
almost painful. 


Pleasure and pain. 


I watch her eyes as my shaft slides in deeper, ripping 
against her virginity... her eyes widening, her mouth a 
small ‘o’ shape as she exhales with a soft moan. I hitch her 
legs up even higher and thrust my hips deeper until I’m 
completely buried inside her, my balls slammed up hard 
against her ass. I pause for a moment, feeling my flesh 
throb and twitch inside her. I don’t want to cum... not just 
yet. 


“How does that feel.. are you mine yet, tell me you're 
mine.” 


She nods, still reeling from the shock of my cock invasion. 


“Say it, baby girl. I want to hear you say it... say that you’re 
mine, only mine.” 


Her voice is small, barely a whisper, as she pants heavily, 
her tits rising and falling with every breath. 


“I'm yours, Nico, all yours.” 


“Now, tell me what you want, do you want me to fuck you 
hard, fuck you until you’re screaming? Tell me, baby girl.” 


She swallows hard. “I want you to fuck me hard until I 
scream.” 


God, I feel like a fucking feral animal, a wild beast, but she’s 
so damned horny and ripe for me. There’s no going back. 


I withdraw my cock, slowly, enjoying the feeling as her 
wetness sucks against me. As soon as I'm fully out, I drive 
back in again, hard and brutal, and making her gasp with 
pleasure and pain. My instincts take over, and I can’t stop, 
pounding and pounding against her, bruising her delicate 
little pussy until it’s swollen and bruised. She calls out 
beneath me, her hands reaching up to my arms, and I feel 
her nails pierce my skin. It drives me wild, and I pump 
harder, my balls slapping hard against her firm butt cheeks 
as I feel her body tense. 


“I want you to cum. I want to feel your juices flowing 
around me, keeping my hard dick nice and slick. C’mo.” 


I watch her breathing become heavier, her eyes close as 
her pleasure mounts. Her grip on my arm tightens, and 
little crescents of blood appear where her nails are digging 
right into me. 


“That's it, ride me...ride my thick cock baby... feel the 
pleasure..." 


She thrusts her hips against mine, bucking and guivering 
like a frisky mule. As her back arches, she opens her eyes, 
her pupils dilating, wild and untamed as she explodes in 
pleasure, her pussy clenching against me before relaxing, 
softening a little as her wetness increases. 


I pull out of her, giving her time to enjoy the sensation. 


“Now it's my turn, baby girl. Turn around, I want you on all 
fours.” 


Her eyes glint cheekily as she turns around and does as 
she's told, positioning that cute little ass high in the air. I 
slap my hand down hard upon both cheeks, it’s too good an 
opportunity to miss. She yelps out, and I watch as her white 
skin blushes a deep crimson. I swat again, this time even 
harder, the sight of that little fanny streaked with my hand 
marks making me even harder. 


I pull open her legs slightly and position myself. 


“I'm going to take you even deeper this time, going to fill 
you with my hot spunk... then you'll truly be mine.” 


Her pink pussy is glistening and so wet as I guide my cock 
inside her. Holding onto her hips, I make one deep thrust 
and feel her tense with the pain, before relaxing again. She 
feels even tighter than the first time, and I know it won’t 
take me long. I drive into her, my flesh pounding as she 
moans quietly, my balls rubbing against her clit and 
arousing her again. I slow the pace, waiting for her to catch 
up... SO we can climax together. I feel it coming, the tremble 
in my body as my seed rises, and I can’t hold back. I pump 
her hard like a machine as the wave of pleasure hits me 
hard, almost knocks me out... but I carry on fucking her 


hard, filling her up with my hot seed, feeling her body 
respond as she thrusts her ass against me, wanting more 
and more like a hungry bitch in heat until she finally tenses 
and lets out a deep groan of satisfaction. 


I stroke her back, feel the perspiration clinging to her skin. 


“Now you’re mine, baby girl, all mine.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


asha 


We're laying in bed and I’m cocooned in Nico’s strong body, 
his muscular arms wrapped possessively around me. I feel 
safe and know that Nico will be there to protect me forever. 
It’s a warm snuggly feeling that makes me yearn for him 
even more, and my swollen pussy aches for him again. 


Nico jumps at the sound of a car pulling up in the street 
outside, and suddenly he’s wide awake, alert like a soldier 
on watch. 


“What time is it?” 


I fumble for my phone on the bedside table, “it’s just past 
half-past two... we must have fallen asleep.” 


“Shit,” Nico jumps out of bed and pulls on his boxers, and I 
notice that is cock is rock hard, pointing towards the ceiling 
and he struggles to get it to behave while he pulls on his 
jeans. 


“Hey, what's the hurry?” my speech is slurred with sleep, 
and I flash my eyes, willing him to come back to bed. 


But for the first time in his life, he looks nervous. 


“I'd recognize the sound of that car anywhere, baby girl, it's 
your dad!" 


Suddenly I'm out of bed, scrabbling for the nightshirt laying 
on the back of my chair, my heart racing so fast I swear I'm 
about to have a heart attack. 


“Are you sure?” 


He nods just as I hear the sound of dad’s car door slam 
shut. 


“Shit, what are we going to do?” I sit back on the bed and 
burst into tears... this is going to turn out to be both the 
best and worst night of my life, I can feel it. 


Nico takes a deep breath, taking charge of the situation. 


“There’s only one thing for it, I’m going to tell him... tell 
your dad that we’re together.” 


Part of me wants to beg him not to, to make up a Story... 
anything but the truth. 


“I'm not sure... can't you hide or something?” I stutter. 


Nico laughs, “Now where could I hide... besides your dad 
will have seen the Mustang out front. 


He walks to the side of the bed and lifts me into his arms, 
kissing me deeply. 


“Don’t worry, everything will be alright. You’re mine now, 
and nothing will change that. Franco would have to find out 
sooner or later... I’m not ashamed... I love you.” 


It was the first time he'd uttered those words, and it was so 
sexy coming from him, this giant, beast of a man with a soft 
center... just for me. It made me believe that everything 
would be alright. 


“Nico?" I can already hear dad shouting his name as he 
opens the front door. 


I sit on the bed and watch as Nico walks out of the room. 
Without him, I'm suddenly afraid again, and I'm scared of 
what my dad might do... or even what Nico might do to my 
dad. 


I can't bear just to sit there, and I creep to the top of the 
stairs to listen. 


Dad has wandered into the kitchen and I listen as Nico 
follows him. 


“You’re back early? What happened?” I can tell Nico is 
trying to act casual. 


I hear dad mumble something unintelligible, but then his 
voice grows louder. 


“Where’s Sasha?” 


For a moment, there’s a silence and I imagine the scene, 
like some old western film, with dad and Nico in a stand-off 
eyeing each other warily. 


Finally, Nico breaks the silence. 
“Tt’s not what you think, Franco?” 


“Well then tell me, my good friend... my business partner, 
just what am I thinking?” 


I can feel the tension, even from where I’m standing, and I 
feel sick with fear. 


“I love her, Franco. And she loves me. We're together.“ 


There's a sickening thud and I hear a chair crash onto the 
tiled kitchen floor. Another thud, and a groan. 


“Calm down, Franco, let me explain...” 


“How long have you been fucking my daughter, Nico? My 
young, barely eighteen-year-old daughter? How long have 
you been betraying me, going behind my back. I trusted 
you... asked you to protect her... not fuck her... you filthy 
shit.” 


There’s another thud and crash, and I can’t bear it any 
longer. I have to know what’s going on, and I rush down the 
stairs and into the kitchen wearing just my nightgown. 


Nico is leaning against the fridge, blood pouring from his 
nose. Dad looks as mad as hell, his face red with his fists in 
the air, about to hit Nico one more time. 


“Stop it, dad... stop it!” 


I rush over to Nico’s side, and dad glares at me, his fists 
half raised. 


“Get out of here, Sasha, I don’t want to see that dirty 
bastard anywhere near you.” 


I stand my ground, grabbing hold of some kitchen towels to 
wipe Nico’s nose. 


“Do as I say, Sasha.” 


I can tell that dad is trying his best not to get angry with 
me, he blames Nico for everything. He looks at me and then 
Nico. I long for Nico to wrap me in his arms, tell me it’s 
alright, but he’s keeping a respectful distance in front of 
dad, and I understand. Why add more fuel to the fire. Dad 
needs to calm down before we can explain. 


“So tell me, my friend. Just how long have you been fucking 
my daughter? 


I can't hold back any longer. 


“It's not like that, dad. I love Nico. I’ve secretly loved him 
for years, but tonight is the first time, I swear to you on my 
life that nothing has happened before tonight... it was 
bound to happen at some point... Nico only stopped by to 
make sure I was okay... I asked him in... if you want to 
blame anyone... blame me. I wanted it to happen..." 


Dad just stares at me, and for a moment I wonder if he's 
going to hit me, though he's never laid a finger on me in his 
life... and never would. Eventually his shoulders sag as he 
puts his hands to his face and slumps into a chair at the 
table. 


He slowly shakes his head, still in disbelief, but his anger is 
replaced by a sort of weariness. 


“But Nico is my friend, my business partner... I don't know 
if I can get used to the idea..." 


“It's true, Franco. Every word she says is true, although 
Sasha's not to blame. It's not something I'm proud of, going 
behind your back... but I mean what I say... I love your 
daughter, and you know I can protect her and provide her 
with the life she deserves.” 


Dad continues to shake his head. “I'm sorry, Sasha... I don't 
think that..." 


I don't let dad finish his words. I have to make him see 
sense. 


“I'm eighteen years old dad, and I'm old enough to make 
my own decisions. It would make me so happy to have your 
approval, but I'm going to be with Nico with or without it..." 


I feel my voice trembling, I hate to see dad looking so hurt, 
but I have to let him know just how I feel, that this isn’t just 
a passing phase. 


Dad sits quietly for some time looking at the floor. I can tell 
he’s trying to reconcile everything in his mind... It's a lot to 
take in and he’s tired. Eventually he looks up at us both. 


“Okay, Okay, you’re a grown woman, Sasha and you can do 
as you please, although in my heart you’re still my little girl. 
I know Nico will take good care of you, but I’m warning you, 
Nico... if you ever make my little girl unhappy... I’ll kill you, 
despite your size... you hear me?” 


It’s the best we’re going to get from dad tonight, and I feel 
the tension in the room start to relax. 


Nico holds out his hand to dad. 


“I promise I'll look after her, Franco. If I don’t- I’ll deserve 
to die.” 


Dad half-smiles as the two shake hands. We’ve got a long 
way to go, but it’s a start. 


Nico 


As soon as we’ve shook hands, Franco asks me to leave, and 
I don’t blame him. It’s been a long night. I watch Sasha just 
standing there in a nightgown, and I have to resist the urge 
to grab her in my arms and sweep her back to bed. I'll have 
to show some restraint in front of Franco, at least for a 
while, but it’s going to be difficult to keep my hands off her. 


I leave, promising Franco that we’ll talk more in the 
morning, when he’s had time to take it all in and had a good 
rest. 


My whole body is buzzing with adrenalin as I get into my 
car. I won't sleep tonight, and I get into my Mustang and 
drive into the night. I don't have a clue where I'm going, I 
suppose I'm not going anywhere, I just need to get rid of 
this pent up energy that's flowing through my blood. I think 
about Sasha, her soft, warm body under me. It's a good 
thing I didn't stay, I would have needed to fuck her good 
and hard again, and that tight little pussy of hers needs 
some recovery time. My cock is hard, busting out of my 
jeans with all the testosterone flowing through me. I need 
to fuck or hit someone, and neither's on the cards tonight, 
so I push my foot down to the floor and feel the Mustang 
respond beneath me. 


I fall into a kind of a stupor, my head full of fucking Sasha, 
her tight little cunt wrapped around my cock - it was the 
sweetest feeling ever. I think about my life, the dangers and 
the thrills of the ‘business’ Franco and I are in. I never 
cared much about my own life before, didn’t mind the risks- 
but now it’s different. I have Sasha to think about and I 
don’t want to put her in any danger. I have a nice little nest 
egg saved... enough to buy a nice place for me and Sasha... 
big enough for a family. I’ve pumped her so full of my seed 
tonight that I have this feeling that I might have 
impregnated her... it feels good... completes the circle. And 
if she’s not already pregnant, with what I have planned for 
her - she soon will be. 


I need to talk to Franco about what happens next for me 
and him... for the future. 


CHAPTER SIX 


N k 


The next day I walk into the office carrying two coffee’s - 
both strong - I guess we'll need them after last night. At 
first Franco doesn’t look up, and I hand him the cardboard 
cup as a peace offering. 


“Look, Franco... about last night,” I start, but he holds up 
his hand. 


“It's okay, Nico. I did a lot of thinking last night. And, okay, 
I'm not 100% happy about this but if my little girl’s happy - 
that's all that counts. But as I said last night - if you ever 
make her unhappy...” 


“You'll kill me, I know.“ Franco lets out a half-laugh, half 
sigh as he looks up at me and smiles. 


“You know, if she weren't my daughter - Id be 
congratulating you on your good luck. Now, what about the 
future, how do you intend to look after Sasha?” 


“That’s what I want to talk to you about.” 


We talk about the current business, about the risks. 


“I don't want to put Sasha in any danger, expose her to 
some of the low lives we work with.” I explain 


Franco shrugs, “I’ve managed up until now?” 


“Yes, but think about it, Franco. I want to marry her, have 
kids, your grandkids, we have to think about putting our 
money into something less risky.” 


“Go on.” I see that I’ve grabbed his attention by mentioning 
the grandchildren. 


“Well, I was thinking that maybe we could put some of our 
assets into real estate - legitimate real estate that is. 
There’s big money to be made in the property market.” 


“True,” Franco nods, “but what do we know about real 
estate?” 


I laugh, “What did we know about the oil business - but we 
picked it up real quick - what do you say?” 


Franco nods, “I’ll think about it.” I can see the cogs are 
already whirring with the tiny seed I’ve planted. Thinking 
about seed, I’ve thought of nothing but Sasha all night, and 
there’s something I need to do. 


“Im picking up Sasha, this morning. Though we'd talk 
through a few things.” 


Franco runs a hand nervously through his fingers. 


“Is that what you call it? You know, Nico... this is going to 
take some getting used to. Go on you don’t need my 
permission - you’ve already made that quite clear!” 


He smiles, but I go quickly, I don’t want to lose a good 
friend. I call Sasha and tell her to meet me in a bar in town. 


I can hardly go back to Franco's house, especially with what 
I’ve got in mind. 


As soon as I see her again, my whole body wants her... she 
takes my breath away every time I see her. As she slips into 
the leather seat beside me, I feel so proud that she's mine, 
and place my hand protectively on her thigh, giving it a 
tight squeeze. 


“How was dad?” She looks up at me - her big blue eyes full 
of anxiety. 


“Hey, don’t worry. You’re my woman now, you need to let me 
do all the worrying for you. Franco was fine - he’s not 100% 
about us, but he’ll get there. But I’m not thinking about 
your dad right now. I’m thinking about that tight little pussy 
of yours and what I'll do to it when I get you back to my 
place.” 


She looks at me with those big, baby blue eyes of hers and 
bites her lip. 


“That does it. I was going to take you out for a celebratory 
drink. But the champagne can wait my cock can’t. If you 
thought I’d fucked you hard last night - you ‘aint seen 
nothing yet.” 


I squeeze her silky soft thigh as we sit in my car and I press 
down my foot on the gas... we’re in for a long ride together. 


EPILOGUE 


asha 


I stand in the bathroom of the new house Nico has just 
bought for us to live in. It's a dream of a home, far too big 
for the two of us with 5 bedrooms, or so I thought. I thought 
it was way too big for us... until today that is. 


I stand in the plush bathroom and feel sick. I've not been 
feeling myself for the past few months, but I put it down to 
my new life with Nico, being his woman has changed my life 
overnight. He's like a beast when we're out together, so 
protective over me... a man just has to look at me and he 
growls at them to keep their paws off me. I love it, being the 
center of his world. And beneath his thick skin of 
masculinity, he really loves me. He's kind and generous and 
gives me everything I could ever want. He likes to work 
hard and play hard, and that means a night on the town - 
expensive meals, night-clubs and so much champagne that 
you can swim in it even though I'm not much of a drinker. I 
wonder what he'll think of my news... our news- will Nico be 
pleased, or will he feel trapped - caged like a wild animal? 


He's set up a new business... real estate, and he'll be back 
soon to take me to lunch. I've no appetite for it, and when I 
look in the mirror the face that looks back at me seems 
paler than usual. 


No wonder. 
How will I break the news to him? 


I hear the roar of his Mustang and my heart flips in my 
chest... I still get excited at the sound of him pulling up 
outside, but today I feel kind of strange, even a little shy, 
although he's explored my body in every way possible. 


“ Sasha?" 


He calls upstairs and before I can answer, I hear the thud of 
his tread on the stairs. 


“Hey, where are you, baby?" 


He goes into the bedroom and I hear the bed creak as he 
sits on it... that beds done a lot of creaking over the few 
weeks we've been here. He'll be expecting a little sexy time 
before we go out. 


I follow him into the bedroom and stand in front of him. 
“Hey, come here... sit on my lap... I've got a big surprise 
waiting for you!" 


His laughs, comes out as a low, husky growl... the usual 
noise he makes when he's hot for me, which is most of the 
time. 


I smile and kiss his forehead, but I hesitate. Already, he 
knows me like the back of his hand, and he snakes a giant 
arm around the small of my back and pulls me close. 


“Hey, baby girl. What's the matter. You're not tired of this 
old man yet, are you?" 


He kisses me, and I can feel the hunger for me on his lips. 
“Nico?" 


He pulls back a little, still holding me in his arms and raises 
an eyebrow. 


“Nico, I have something to tell you..." 
“I'm pregnant.” 


There, I said it... the words seem to float in the air as if 
waiting to be claimed... waiting for Nico's response. 


For a moment, all is silent. I can hear the thud-thud of my 
heart... the blood gushing in my ears. Nico remains guiet, 
his breathing hard yet steady as if he's trying to take 
control of his body. 


“You re pregnant?” 


I nod, biting my lip nervously as I feel his arms close around 
me. His eyes pull me in close, I almost drown in their depths 
as he drinks me in... as if he hasn't seen me in months. Then 
he reaches forward and gives me a long lingering kiss, his 
mouth locking onto mine and almost sucking the life out of 
me. Finally he stops and I come up for air, surfacing to the 
top... breathing in his scent... pure male. 


“Is that okay?" I add tentatively. 


His hands pull me closer and I can feel his whole body 
surrounding me. 


“Happy? It's the best thing that's fucking happened to me - 
since you - that is. It's perfect... everything is just perfect! 
Now you're really mine... my child is growing inside you.“ 
His low growl turns almost to a purr as his hand reaches 
around and cups my belly... I’m just barely starting to show 
and he feels at the little mound that’s forming. 


“That's my boy...” he bends forwards, lifts up my top, and 
plants a kiss on my naked belly. 


“Or girl?” I add. 


“Tf it’s a girl, she’ll be beautiful just like her mama.” Nico 
nuzzles in my ear, pushing me back against the bed. 


“I'm so proud of you, baby girl, I'm going to make the both 
of you so happy... the three of us will be so happy... I’m 
going to look after you... protect you. You know that don’t 
you?” 


I nod as he kisses me again... this time a little more gentler. 


“Hey, does this mean I can’t fuck you hard... I don’t want to 
hurt the little one?” 


I laugh, “I’m sure we can think of something!” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


MONTHS LATER 


ico 


I’ve never been as nervous as I am at this minute. Not even 
dealing with some of the crazy lunatics in the ‘oil business’ 
ever made me feel like this. I thought I was such a man, 
thought I would take it all in my stride, but when Sasha’s 
water broke in the restaurant while we were having lunch, 
for a moment... just for a split second I panicked... just 
managed to pull myself together enough to get her to the 
hospital and phone Franco. 


Franco was shocked at first... he thought his daughter was 
too young, but I told him that she was going to go on with 
her studies and carry out her dream of being an 
environmental journalist. I want her to feel fulfilled in every 
possible way and will move heaven and earth to make sure 
she gets what she wants. I think it was the news of Sasha’s 
pregnancy that finally reconciled Franco to us being 
together... we started up the new business together, and 
soon he’ll be my father-in-law as well as my best friend. It’s 
a funny world. 


Of course, I knew from the first she was pregnant. It must 
have been on that first night when I fucked her so hard, as 
if my life depended on it. I must have rammed my seed so 
far deep inside her that some of it stuck. I'd never even 
thought of being a father before, but as soon as she told me, 
it all made sense... was everything I'd ever wanted. 


We got engaged as soon as she told me. I took her out that 
afternoon and bought her the biggest fucking diamond the 
jewelers had... I wanted everyone to see that she was 
taken... that she's my woman. We decided to wait until after 
the birth to get married, I want to give Sasha the perfect 
wedding. 


Of course I had to be here... in the room to watch the birth.. 
who wouldn't want to see the moment that their kid, the 
fruit of their own fucking loins comes into the world? Sasha 
is already lying on the bed, her ankles strapped and pulling 
her legs apart... in any other situation I would be as horny 
as hell to see her trussed up like this, god... that's why I 
bought the big iron bed at home so I could tie her to it, but 
for once in my life, all I feel is an overwhelming sense of 
love and fear all mixed together. 


She shouts out, calling my name, and I step over to hold her 
hand. She squeezes my fingers so fucking tightly that she 
almost breaks them. 


For once in my life I feel so useless... for once my physique 
doesn’t help me out, all I can do is stand and watch, and say 
soft words to my woman. 


Then suddenly it’s all happening, the nurses whisk me out 
of the way as they tell Sasha to push down hard. She 
screams like a woman possessed, and I move to her side 
again and whisper close in her ear... vow never to touch her 
again, inflict such agony on the woman who means 
everything to me. 


It's a quick birth thankfully, and within 15 minutes I see a 
dark head emerge, a tiny, little bundle is pushed out that is 
guickly cleaned and laid on its mother's breast. It's a 
perfect, baby girl, a tiny, pink toed soft thing that's part of 
me... part of Sasha... the product of our love. 


“Does dad want to hold his daughter?" 


My hands are literally trembling as I walk forward and the 
tiny babe is placed in my arms. At that moment I feel 
nothing but pure love... an overwhelming feeling that blots 
out everything else. She's gorgeous, just like her mother... 
beautiful and perfect in every way. 


“Hey... what about me?" 


I look up, Sasha looks more beautiful than I have ever seen 
her, and although I pride myself on being a man's man, I 
almost break down and weep with happiness. Instead, I 
take the little bundle over and place her in her mother's 
arms. 


The nurses are gone, and now we're finally alone, I reach 
out and kiss her gently on the forehead. 


“I love you, Baby Girl.“ 


Sasha laughs, “ You'll have to stop calling me that now, it'll 
be too confusing with the two of us around. And another 
thing, don’t even think about not fucking me again...” 


Those soft baby blues shine up at me as she bites her lip 
and I feel my cock start to twitch 


“Don’t you worry... I couldn’t stop fucking you if my life 
depended on it... just wait ‘til I get you home.” 
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